The Revenge of T. Ross Bowers ..

Outside of the fmet thal this story I8 true,
there is nothing In the world the matter with (t.
It has to do with the old San Franclsco—the
cityt which lives only In the memory of the men
who loved it

There were newspapers In San Franclseo In
those days—better ones Lthan the dallles of the
Inst ten years. Some of the brillinnt young men
who helped us to this belief are now middle:
aged and gray, and following other cnllings, some
of them are dead and the ones who had no Inck
are #till “chopping copy” in newspaper offices
from the Atlanitic to the Paoific.

Of all the bright young reporters of twenty
years ago, T. Ross Bowers was the stay, He did
not get a “by™ line at the head of his stuff and
he did not gel m star's salary, for in those days
there were no evidences of frenzied finance in
journallsm. A man had to be a star to hold his
job, and Mr. Hearst had not vel elevated the
scnle of wages from $18 a week to $25.

T. Ross wus like several other eminent news-
paper gentlemen, He had one falling, He liked
to hang one foot over the barrall and rest his
elbow on a high ball. As a general thing he could
be depended on to keep reasonably sober as long
as there was any work to do, but when things
dropped to the dead level of monotony, T. Ross
would go out and get hig feet wet and come back
fo the office of the Chronlcle emitting loud
whaoops. 3

There was nothing unusual In this, save for
the fact that Horace Hitchkiss, the city editor,
was a temperance advocate. There was no waler
wagon In those days, but had there been one,
Horace would have been on the front seat with n
megaphone in ope hand and a bunch of tracts In
the other. T. Ross' lapses Into {nlemperance were
sevare trin's to Horace. Horace's lectures were
sore trinls to T. Ross, so it was even all around
On a Monday alternoon—Monday helng pay day—
T. Ross Bowers [alled to make his apearance al
1 o'cloclk. At 4 p. m. he entered the office, step
ping hizh with hig left leg and dragging the right
in an alarming manner.

‘Lo, Horace, ole hoss!" sald T. Ros=s, and pro-
ceaded to endear himeell still further to his out.
raged chief by ramming that worthy's stiff hut
down over hig ears. What followed was painful,
Horaeo discharged 1. Ross on the spot and bade
him roll his hoop; T. Ross called Horace pet
names, and oot until the eity editor threntened to
have him tozsed ont of the window, did T. Ross
Howers consent lo leave Lhe editorial sanctum.

“S-¢58 not necess'ry throw me out,” satd T.
Ross, with ponderous gravity, “Goo' by, Horace,
ole hoss! 1 hope—ie—yon choke!”

Then he departed. full of dignity
whiskey.
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Horace went hack to his desk aond tried lo
gel his hat off without removing his enrs also.
Horace was a4 very conservative sort of a cliy
editor, and it galled bim to have his pew hat
rammed down over his ears. Ha swore that what-
ever happened, T, Ross Bowers should never
darken hls pay roll again, Then he slghed heay-
ily, for T. Rosg Bowers was the best man he had
—good enough to draw twenty a week, and that
was a world's record for Horaca's pay roll.

The old Chronlele had a pecullar sort of a e
portorial staff. There were only four men on the
weekly pay roll; the rest worked on asslgnment
Mr, Hotehkisz preferved to hive Impecunious re-
porters (0 work by the plece. That 1& to say, al
one o'clock the clty room of the Chronlele Tnoked
Ike a mass meeoting of sharpnosed vyoung men.
Promplly &t one o'clack, old Horace, a8 he wag of-
fectionately ealled, [ssued from hig den hearing a

stnck of onrds, Fach card “ore the dalan con-

cerning a certaln assignment, Beginning at the
first man In Jght, Horace would deal out Lhe
cards and the plecework reporfers would fade
away. No story, no pay, That wag Horars's
little ‘plan, For the first assignment, a man re-
coelved two dollars. For the socond he received
gnefifty and for the third--bul there pever was a
third. If & man dellvered the goods and ad a
phe vmenal run of Iluck, he might earn fifteen
dollass a week., For exclugive siories; Horace
pald space rates—iwenty cents an Inch, and no
padding would go. A man had to be a combina-
tion bloadhound and bucenneer Lo gel as much aa
twenty a week., The regular reporters weré not
pald for dellvering exclusive slorles, They were
fired If they did not bring them In. That was one
reason why Horace elghed when T. Ross Bowers
went his unsteady way, for T. Ross was a world
beater when It came to digging up exclugives and
his _private pipe lines reached from one end of
the elty to the other. From the witer front to the
Cliff House, evervbody knew 'T. Ross and every-
body seemed to be his friend,

On the third day after the unfortunate affatr,
slx new men floated fote the olty room at one
o'clock. They dld not mingle with the other re
parters, nor did they take part in the lvely apec-
wlation as to which man would draw the ball game
at Central Park. They were reserved in their
manner and they did thot converse among them-
golves,

Hornece's blue eye brightened as 1t fell on
the new men. He was nlwaye on the lookount for
new materinl—always hoping to discover a dia-
mond among the pop-boattle Kohinoors daily ex-
hibited before him,

“Where you from?" he sald to the first man.

“Loulsville CoundlerJournal” sald the mian,
eadsl’y. “"Worked for Marse Henry for len years,
Qut. Lere for my health, 1 thought'-—

“Fine!" sald Horace. “Go out and see
you can do with this!"

The man from the Loulsvi!le Courier-Journal
drew a card, glanced at It and departed.

“And you?" sald Horace lo the next new man.
Horace always favored the new men. He knew
nbout the others.

“Oh, me? sald tkal worthy.
the World.'"

The man [rom the
edged ont of the room.

Anolther was nn old Sun man; the fourth had
been on the Chlengo Tribune. Horace gave the
six new men the plek of the asslgnments, dealt
out the rest of the enards and retired to awalt
reaulis,

Al four o'clock the Sun man enme in. He
Lrought with bhim a neal, well written article—
this was before the day of the typewrller—and
an exclusive which made Horace's eyes hulge,
Iie chuckled as he read the slory.

“This I8 a darn slght better than anything that
drunken Bowers ever wrote,” sald he, "A darn
sight. Walt a minute thers! I've got a night as
sigumgnt for you," Omne by one the new moen
deifted in, dellvered ‘he goods and drew night
anslignments, Three of them brought exclusive
atories, Hornce went out and told the
edlitor that he had dlscovered some new talent.
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“Wonderful how thoge fellows have got on to
loegl econditions,” rald Horace. “They're real

r
porlers

For a wee't the six men drew the eream of all
the pssignment nud curried the town. One of
them drew nomething llke $26, and not one of
them was under $20, Two of them declined (o
gn on general reporting At » weekly salary. They
said they might not stay Joog and. preferred to

work when @ plensed them., Horace Dboasied

about his discoverles, but ¥omehow the other
men on the paper found them hard 10 approsch.
They spent no time In the office, bringing In thelr
storles already written. Durlng the second week
the Sun man was lold to cover & murder trial in
Sacramenio. He did not turn up In Sacramento,
and Horance tore his hair and then Iaid It 1o
strang drink, '

“Went and got drunk on me," sald he, sadly,
“I might have known HE was top good to last,”

T. Ross Bowers reappeared on the highways,
wearing new clothes and costly cravats. He sald
that he was not anxfous to go lo work, and
thought that he would take a rest for a few
woeks, The Sun rencgade was replaced by a
newspaper man from St Louls who turned out to
be a gem, and Horace took comfort onee more.
The old:tima plece-workers, their poses out of
joint, found the rich plekings taken away from
them, The new men drew all the good sforles
and handled them in suclr manner that one after
another they were offered positions on the rival
papers.  They declined, stating that Horace had
been Kind to them,

“Loyal!" chnekled Horace to himself,
the stuff.”

One cold Monday nlght the six new men were
waiting for their asgignmenis, The lelephone
tinkled and Horace barked into it and glued his
car fo the receiver, Then he beckoned to the
two men nearest him,

“Big fire over In Chinatown in Qakland!" he
sald. “You two get the next boat and cover it.
Perkins, you wrllte the story, and you, Hen-
neggey, plek up all the human Interest stuff you
can find. Chinks fAeeing for their lives, slaves ro-
leaged—all that sort of stuff. Hurry back with
the stafr!"”

Tho two men looked al sich other for o few
seconds nond then clattered downstalrs,

The lelephone rang again.

“"What's THAT?" hawled Horace,
say so!  Hey, tell we that again!™

Two more men were called to the desk,

“Marlin, vou aad Carter dig out to the CIifr
House a8 soun as you cun. A powder schooner
drifted In there, hit the Seal Rock and blew up.
Everytody lost and Cliff Honse partly wreoked.
Great story. Mauartin, you get the facts and tet
Carter take care of Lhe other stuff! Hurry baok!"™

The Ilast eounle had not long (o wail, The
telephone rang a third time, sharp and Insistent,

Horace combed his gray moustache as he hung
up the receiver,

"Police Bergeant Cuasey has just
dered In Chinatown!™ he sald. “Hurry up and
gel all you ean on It Phillips, you look for the
highhinder end of the gtory, and Doane, you pover
the murder ltgelf. Bealts the devil bow every-
thing broke loose tonight all In & bunch!™

Then, congratulating himself that he had the
six best reporters in San Franclsco on three big
news stories, Hordee L a stogy, put his feet on
the desk and gave (hanks for the eagle eye and
the noble braln that had mude It possible for
him to discover such great reporters.

Bofora Horaee's stogy singed his white mous-
Laehe, was bappening down In  the
buek room al Dan's place on Montgomery slreet,
Four young men ware joined by two more young
men, sightly ost of breath,

“Why, where's Bowers?”

“I aln' him since
andd the one called Hennessey
well stafted then”

“That's

“You don't

been mur

something

sald Lthe new comers,
four this afternocon,"
“He was protty

se0N

“I knew he d get hls pols on some day,” sald
the great reportey named Perkins, "Darned
shiume, ton, Just when things was workin' so
nice”

(Continued on page 16)




